3iiny  Mally  Stewart; 

To  which  are  a^ded, 

'    Her  blue  roUin' e'e. 

The  braes  o'^Gleniffer.  x 
^aes  me  for .  prince  Charly. 


Printed  by  W.  MacBic 

^  "'"  i 

\d25. 
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BOmY  MALLy  S  rEWART. 


Th3  cold  winter  is  past  and  g -n?, 

ami  now  comes  oa  the  spring. 
And  I  am  one  of  the  king's  life-guarcis, 

and  I  must  go  fight  for  my  kiag,  my  dear, 
aad  I  mi^t  go  %ht  fbf  my  ki^ig, 

How>(ne2  to  the  w&ts  you  must  go, 

CM  thing  J  pray  grant  mc 
It's  I  wiil  dress  myself  in  man^s  attsre, 

imd  111  tr-ivel  along  wiJi  tho^,  my  dear, 
ruid  ni  travel  along  with  thee. 

I  w«ilid  not  for  ten  thousiind  worlds 
that  my  love  endangered  were ; 

The^rattiiRg  of  drums  and  shining  of  SWOrds, 
wiii  cause  gre^t  sorrow  and  wo,  my^dear, 
will  cause  great  sorrow  and  wo, 

I  wfti  do  the  thing  for  my  tme  love, 

that  iha  will  Slot  do  far  ma  ; 
JtVPli  put  ciiifs  of  black  on  my  red  co^% 

snd  mcum  till  the  day  I  die,  j^y  dear. 
ar4  mour^i  till  ths  d.ay  I  die. 
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mil  do  more  M  my  true  Iovc» 
■  i  tbjiniJe  will  do  io.  me 

il  cut  my  hair  and  roil  me  b^re, 
.  and  mourn  till  the  day  1  die. 
and  mourn  till  the  day  I  die. 

)  farerell  my  mother  and  father  dear,' 
1  ril  bid  a:15eu  ami  farewell 
y  sweet  aad  bonny  Maliy  Stewart; 
ydu're  the  causa  of  all  my  wo,  my  dear, 
you're  the  cauie  of  all  my  wo. 

7hen  we  came  to  bonry  Stirling  towai 

as  we  lay  all  in  cauir) 
y  t)ie  king^5  orders  we  were  all  taken, 

&  to  Girmaay  v/s  wdrs  all  sent,  my  dear^' 
an4  to  Germany  we  were  all  ^^nU 

0  fareweH  bonny  Stirliag  tcwiS, 

and  the  maids  therein  also  ; 
>nd  f  rew'll  bOi*ny  MaJly  Stewart. 

you're  the  causj  of  all  rny  w^,  my  dear>, 
you're  the  cause  cf  all  my  wo, 

he  took  the  slippsrs  off.her  feet, 
an,i  the  cockup  off  her  hair; 
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And  Siie  has  ta'en  a  long  journej-, 
for  seven  lang  years  and  mair  my  dear, 
for  feven  lang  years  and  mair. 

Sometimes  she  rade  sometimes  she  gaed, 
sometimes  sat  down  to  moura, 

Aud  it  was  aye  the  o^ercorae    her  tale, 
shall  I  e*er  see  my  faonny  ladjiie  come, 
shall  I  e'er  s:e  my  bonny  laddia  come  ? 

The  trooper  turncxl  himself  round  about, 

all  on  the  Irish  shore ; 
He  has  gi^ev^i  the  bridle  reins  a  shake, 

saying  adieu  for  evermore,  my  dsar, 
saji^g  adieu  for  evermore. 


HER  BLUE  ROLLING  E*E. 

My  lassie  is  lovely  at  May»dew  adorning, 

Wi'  gowans  and  {Primroses  ilka  green  lea, 
Tho'  sweet  is  the  violet  new  blown  in  ihz  moriiil 

As  tender  and  street  is  her  blua  rolHn'  ce. 
Q  sty  what  is  whiter  than  anow  on  the  mountaia 

Or  what  wi^  the  red  rose  in  beauty  can  vie  i 
Yes  whiter  her  bosom  than  sno^  on  the  moua^tf 

And  bonny  her  fuee     the  red  rose  can  be  ? 


See  yon  lowly  pettage  that  stands  by  the  wild  wood, 
Hedg*d  round  wi^  sweet  bner  and  green  willow 
tree, 

'Twas  jondfir  I  spent  the  fifgt  days  o'  my  chilchocd 

A^d  first  felt  the  power  of  a  love-roilm^  ee. 
Though  soon  frae  my  hame  ana  my  lassie  I  wan- 
der'd, 

Though  hng  I  ha^  been  tossing  on  fortii  le^s 
rough  sea,  ^ 
Aye  de^r  wss  tha  valley  where  Ettrick  meo.xidei^c^f 
Aye  dear  was  the  blink  o'  har  blue  roUia*  ee* 

O  for  the  svening,  and  0  for  the  hour, 

When  down  by  yon  greeuii^ood  she  promf^ed  tobes 
Whea  q'v[ck  as  the>  sumnier-dew  dries  on  the  flower 

A.'  eartbiy  affectiaDs  and  wishes  wad  flee. 
Let  Art  and  let  Nature  d'sp^ay  their  proud  treasure^ 

Lzt  Faradiss  boast  of  what  biks  it  could  gie  ; 
As  high  IS  my  bliss,  and  as  sweet  is  my  pleasure, 

In  the  heart-raelting  b  ink  o'  ray  lass^Vs  blue  ee. 


TIIE  BI14ES  O'  GLENIEFER. 

Keen  bbws  the  wind  o'er  the  braes  GleniCr, 
The  auld  ca5tlc'«  turrets  are  eoyer^d  wi*  snaw 
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How  cli-angcd  frae  tie  time  when^J  metwi'my  love 
AnianJ  the  brooiri  buihes  by  Sikhlely  green  jbaw 

The  wiJd  flowers  o*  sionier  were  spread  sae 
bonny, 

The  mav;s  Sling  sweet  frae  the  greea  birkep  tre<^, 
But  far  to  the  caiap  they  hae  marched  my  deiir 
Johnnie, 

And  now    is  wi-r  tcr  wi^  nature  and  me. 

Then  ilk  thing  around  us  b;yi.hesome  and  oicery 
Thea  ilk  thing  arouiid  us  was  bonny  and  braw ; 

Now  naethind  is  heard  but  the  wiijd  whistling  dreary 
And  n&eUii>g  b  seen  but  the  wide-spreading ^n&w 

The  trees  are    bare,  an^  the  biris  mute  anddowie, 
They  shgke  the  cjuld  drift  frae  tVieir  wfn^s  as 
they  flee, 

An^  chirp  out  their  pkiots  seeming  w^as  for  ym 
Johnnie, 

Tis  winter  wi'  them  and  'tis  winter  wi*  me. 

Yon  cauld  sleety  aouds  skiffs  &Iang  the  bleak  moun* 
tains, 

And  shakes  the  dark  firs  on  the  stey  roeky  brae, 
While  down  the  steep  glen  bawls  the  snaw-floo3ed 
fjuntains, 

Ti  _at  mu'-mui'd  sae  eweet  to  my  laddie  and  me. 
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iCi  no  iti  loud  roar  on  the  wintry  winds  sivetlinix 
It'  no  the  cauld  blast  that  brings  the  tc^rs  i-  luy 

For  O  gin  I  law  my  bonny  Scots  callao, 
The  dark  days  o*  winler  weie  sirnnser  tx)  me. 


WAES  ME  FOR  PRINCE  CH  ^  RLY, 

A  WSE  bird  en'sie  to  cur  ha'  door, 
He  warbled  sweet  and  clearly, 

An^  aye  the  overcome  his  sang 
Waa,  *  Wae3  me  for  Prince  Churly, 

0  !  when  I  he^rd  the  bonny  soun% 
The  tears  cam  hnppin'^  rarely  : 

1  took  my  bo»aet  afF  niy  head, 
¥orw£el  I  lo'cd  prince  Gharly. 

Quoth  I.  *  My  bird,  nsy  bonny  boany  bird, 

Is  that  a  s&og  ye  borrow  ? 
Are  these  some  words  ye've  learnt  by  heart, 

Or  a  lilt  o'  dool  and  sorrow  ?  *  ^ 

Oh  1  no,  no,  no/^  the  wee  bird  saag, 
I've  flown  svn*  morning  early  ; 
But  sic  a  day  o'  wia  J  and  rain— 

Oh  !  waes  me  for  prlace  CharlyJ: 

On  hills  that  are  by  right  his  al-a. 
He  roves  &  lonely  stranger  ; 
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Oa  every  side  he's  preet  by  want. 

.rOn  every  side  u  danger. 
*f  Yestreen  I  met  bini  in  tbe.gleii, 

F^r  sadly  clmnged  indeed  was  he-. 

Oh :  waes  ras  for  prmce  Chariy. 
.  Dark  night  cam  on  the  tempest  roared 

t  Sheath  a  bush  ovbroo«-- 
%h,  waes  tne  for  prince  eharly. 

Put  now  the  bird  saw  fowe  red  coat . 

he  shook  his  wings  w»'  anger- 

••  Ohthisis  rto  a  land  for  me. 

I'll  tarry  here  nae  ""S®'- 
H^hover4onthewi5gawhrie, 

P^*>  he  departed  i^iiiy  » 
B  J^eetrrSiAd  the  fercweel  strwn 

Waos  me  for  prince  Chariy 


rims. 


